This Brevi+y

| awaken
to this br‘evi+y,

Where nothing occurs
but all of life itself

Where even
this awareness

Is caugh+ in the vice
of occurrinﬂ twice.

Twice | breathe,
in every breath,

Once for the wind,
and once For life.

[ imaaine her comin@
she's on her way,

| look. ot every car,
not in hoar‘y an+icipa+ion,

The sugar bitter
taste of desire,

But in the life where
| live and breathe,

Where | have no idea
what's about to happen,

And | give it her name.

I'm Pulled apar+t
by these pulls in life,

One toward surrender
in Pa+ier\+ peace,

The other, toward
the pettiest of Fears,



This Pullina aPar‘+ Pulle
parts From the center,

That reveals
the center more clear,

Than what's been
cleared away.



These Outside Things

A child sits
with his Paren+¢5,

Unaware of the
calculations +hey mak.e,

To orchestrate his life

Into the PerPech Future
and the glor‘i?ied past,

He's too bu;y
cor\sumir\g the universe

That's just arrived
in his eyes.

| used to get on
the road and drive,

To remember who | was,
clean, and simple,

Ih heed of others
but content, alone,

Like towns in the
mountainous west,

Perched on slanted f]rouncl,
where all that remains

Is what isn+ blown away
or Found to be useless.

M Pamily drove to the mountains
and Id feel home again,

S+eppina onto the ar‘avel
by the river, in the wind,

With the smell of pine and the Faint
presence of brown bear and deer,
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Not Knowinﬁ | was walkina
alone in my heart,

No Ionaer «;epar‘cﬁe
From mysel? or anyone else.

There were amusement
Parke in the ci+y,

Where the lights
on the roller coasters

Were Iarithr colors
agoinst the night sky,

And everything loeyond my
heartbeat was wiped away.

Being as a chid is not simply
being what came before,

But beina what remains,
when adll has been removed.

[ miah+ think my innocent heart
resides in memory or artifact,

Like certain scenery,

But the resonant reali’ry,
ofF Iaeir\g as a child,

ls the undercurrent
that First found its place

In these outside things
of wonder and beauty.



Desire of the Homeless

Desire
comes on me

Like a storm from behind,
ke a bear at my back,

And gives me too much power
where | don't need it.

I look. at the curve
of her breast

And | lose interest
in the love we adll inhabit,

That | leave to gather u
desires, doubts, and Fears,

Destination is the ambition
of the habitually homeless.

Driving down a certain
street in my hometown,

The overhanging trees made it
seem a tunnel to somewhere.

| didn't care that | emergecl
at a Familiar intersection,

With no +hough+ of havin@
arrived anywhere diffFerent.

| cared only that For a time,
I Porgo‘r about destination,

On a journey of joy
without desire.



Something of a Third

When one touches
a brush of color

To another color, when
both colors are wet,

Something of a third
tokes Place.

When we are wet
with each other;

The pretext of our
separation i c/egv‘royed

The way Matisse c/esv‘royec/
the canvas with color:

| Felt Foolish, talking
eIIiP-HcaIly in Public,

When our private talk-
was this question of intimacy.

Are we intimates of the spirit
or intimates of the Flesh,

And why are we not intimates
in all our ways of Iaeing?

We're +oge+her‘,

Not as one, or one of two,
but as something of a third.

Toae-l'her', our separa’re Par"rs
lose their designa‘rior\,

Yet, in the habits of our lives,
we avoid the thing we barely seek.



The Memory of Feeling

What occurs,
in the memory ofF Peelir\@

ls a sense of color and
shape in similar scenes,

An amber cube of history,
the spine of a leaf,

An apar‘+men+ in summer,
a ran wet street,

This redundant,
emotional colorina.

My emotional hear+t
woants more Film

To be made of the past
that blurs the Presen’r,

When what Keeps us aport
is the Film ih our eyes.

| love the romance of the
pictures that populate my mind,

And | love the redlity | withess
in seeing their disappearance.

The grace of these accounts
is not their shape and color,

But the invention of occasion
From the heart of vision

| create From my history
and the unknown of who | am,

There is no true love

But what comes unseen,
into eiah’r..



Sweet Sorrow

One can vacate oneself,
and what one leaves behind

Hos to carry on,
a determined ghost.

Time stretches adbsence
to a presence,

Even as stilness welcomes
any‘rhinﬂ lost or unfound.

Absence
occupiee stilness,

Like a specher
that epoils the cam,

| ottach Fear to my
sense of dbsence,

And my love seems
gone Forever,

When I'm the one
who turns absence

To an occuPaJrion
ofF eternity.



The Deepes+ Peace

| £all into
the deepecﬁr peace,

Or | chase the objec+

of my Lear.

Mg/ invention
ok dbsent love

Shows me a Perpe+ra+or‘
of this abuse,

Er\cour‘a@ec{ Iay my attraction
to the occupation of sorrow.

The absence | cling to,
is one way | 90

Away From who | am,
even when I'm at peace.

Absence is absinthe,
druﬁﬁin@ sobr'ieer

With the delusion
of the other,

| hold onto the presence
of the dbsence that pains me,

| hold the pain
like an old lover.

I look into the heart
of +his sadness,

And it vanishes
ke a ﬂh09+ in the Iiﬁh’r‘

Everywhere light goes lookin@
it canhot Find the dark.



No Boat on a Sea of Love

| wrote a poem, the last
word of which was Jove.

| took. that word out of the
poem, and the poem said more

Without the poor, worh,
beaten, and empty word

| use, like a popular brand
[ grew up with.

Ever‘y time | think
love is close,

[ Push it away with
demands on its time,

Where have you been?
What took you so long.?

| dive and Float at ease
oh a sea of love,

v\lishina | khew
how to swim.
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Too Much Becu‘l'y

A maon went
to visit his sister,

When on the elevator came
a womah of such beauty,

He had to cover his face
and sink. to the Floor,

Sayinﬂ, No, ho ho... too much beau+y.

Two women came in The
Little sShamrock, \ate one nigh*r,

When there were several
other Pa+ror16, all men.

The two women sat
together For haf an hour,

Shared a drink and taked
in Priva+e conversation.

The men, by themselves
and in pairs, aclju9+ed

To the presence of women,
until the two left the bar.

Then, six men let go of their demeanor
And slumped at their tables and barstools.

4 had been their reeponeiloilﬁy
To respond to the presence

of women, ih a bar,
late at nigh+,

until the pressure of their
presence was gone.

The char\ge in the room was Palpable,
after the challenge had depar‘red,
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Like those Iorea+hina
a sigh of relief,

After a traffic accident
had just missed them,

After a cal to military service
had gone to others in the draft,

After an attraction had been
removed From their eyes,

Like a sudden change
in the weather, For the better.

Being cauthr in the presence
of too much beau+y

Has nothing +o do
with the duties of men

Or the Fire in the blood,

The competition For Female elk,
or the fantasies of lonely drunks.

4 has to do with one who
Lears to look in the Face

OFf his owh existence,

When it migh’r reveal
too much about who he is,

As if he might be looking
in the face of God,

Or a mirror without ﬁlass.
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The Wind Bends Things

Our comir\f] +oae+her' occurs
in moments of Vulner-abili+y,

Not in the passion
of our bodies.

| can hardly bear
the sadness of this love,

As | inch toward its surrender,
+as+in@ alonﬂ the way,

The entire Fruit,
skin and pulp,

Seed and stem,
leaf and earth.

The wind bends things,
as i it wants them broken,

Then crodes them
ond caresses them,

Then bends them, as if
it wants them broken,

until | see how
the wind works,

Ba+hin3 every’rhina
in its ur\caring embrace.

[ migh+ wish that love
werent so equally

Indiscriminate
os the elements,

But it comes up in me From
somewhere | dont know,
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It comes down on me From
somewhere | dont know,

And it maokes me part ofF
everywhere it's ever been.

This sadness is one way | am
kept From my disappearance,

N the way ever\/+hing
seems to be,

LMre\eang uhcarin
and Perﬁed in its place.
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We Tie Our Wings to the Trees
What you ond | have,

We have to be +oge+her,
to have +oae+lner.

We canh khow it exists, we
cah see it, we can cherish it,

But we cant have it,
uhless we're +oge+her‘.

Apart, we're connoisseurs
of distant wonders,

Without one step
across the jamla.

We speak of the joy
that's avoided Iay those

Who accept imitations,
that keep them distracted

From the 9i9+, the gqu, the ﬂulle-h
the quick, the clep+h and the height,

And yet, on the verge
of the thing we desire most,

We hold back, mocking
our love of being in love,

We onticipate the leap, and we
hesitate to make that IeaP a reali+y,

We hesitate to dir'+y
our feet with heaven.

We look. back at where we're from,
and we tie our wings to the trees.
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This Noked Life

Three Preachere,
one in his Hawaiian shirt,

One in his T-shirt and ball cop,
the third with a pot belly,

Toke a table and talk,
the same as dll of us,

When our talk migh-f be what
could be, between any of us,

The inside out of the soul.

The leavening of our terror,
the encouragement of our joy.

Groce is not a way of dress
or a chosen Proﬁe%ion,

There is no Par"ricular‘ honhor in
waiting out this clumsy, haked life,

No special Pride in Iaeing
lef+ alone with eternity.

| walk through these roses
and thorns, until there is

Nothing left to complain about,
nothing left o praise.

The aocl of these men
is empty ofF speech,

And his words
are someohne else’s.

We've all been invited
to this Primal readlization,

For Ionﬁer than
we've been dlive.
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A Likewise Lethal Love

| miss what I've
never Pu\ly khown,

A certain rea|i+y
| call tender,

A way of being
| call cherishing

A brave Vulneralailﬁy
| call lovina,

Beyond what | call
loeir\g in love.

| want to give up the
ghost ofF my sanctity,

And trust another with
a lkewise lethal r'eali+y.

£ 1 enter into love, in this
way that threatens me,

| Fear 1l be Kiled by love,
but living in love doesnt Kil,

Even if the one
| love doesn't love me.

And if she does, | can't f—eian
my dromatic death, but live on,

Past what | was when | feared
| loved too well, or not at all.

I've loved, I've been lost in love,
and I've been found in the loss,

| seek to be Found again, ofter
desire and the loss o} desire

Have been lost For gooc{
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We tak lke ascetic saints,
like incipient lovers,

We tell each other
how afraid we are

of where we so

arace@ully go.

And it's too late to sa
| still love the darkness.

18



The Glare of Astonishment

We love each other In the
glore ofF our astonishment,

With no relief From the briliont
Locus of how we are together.

There's re;PiJre
in who we might be,

I we adlow ourselves to sta
in the shade of our Fulfilment.

lnstead, we use
time aParJr

To buffer the blows
of unrelenting wonder,

Afraid love wil be exhausted
by its constant presence.

We Fear that too much beauty,
oo much haPPiness, will ruin us,

| moke the case for love,

Yet | fear | won't
survive its presence,

There's wonder
'm afraid to lose,

Ih the briliant presence
of its reality.
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The Leviathan
| live as a Physical man,

Not as a +H|ng to be seen
From the outside,

But as somethin
oceurring on the inside.

When Imaginary Jesus
came down From the Hhills,

An dllusion to the time
of his awokening,

He Played dice with the boyg
and kidded with the Marys.

He turned water to wine
and wine to water,

until he was reminded
of his passion.

t was a IaP«;e
that no one I:or'ﬂo’r,

And when he died almost
everyone s’rayed away.

| have no grasp ofF
the eternal, it has me,

| enter it, the way love enters,
and there's no escape.

Love convinces me
of its presence,

As I'm convinced of
my own, | can't leave it,

| see the beauties of the world
and the imagined onhes, too,
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And my eyes
stay in my head.

When | see laeaquy in my 9i3h+,
in‘;iath tells me to take it in

But loeau+y has alreacly
overtaoken me From the inside,

'Breathe, breathe," | tell mysell:,
the leviathan needs the wind.
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Escaping Err'avH'y
N this Place where | live,

Something of the spirit pulls me
up ond out of the Proﬂpane,

Something of the Familiar pulls me
down ana? into the mundane.

A local band
Plays in the market.

The singer sings of someone
he saw on the street,

A Figure of transformation,
beyor\d the life of the town

N his 9or? a local woman is
described in mythic language,

Cought between +ran913i3ur‘a+ion
and the grovity of society.

What holds me down
is hot cruel or euvil,

But '—:-Iowl\/ +igh+ening
wires onh a tree,

And the tree doesn't know Hs
becominﬁ a decorative grotesquerie.

Home from the land
ofF my keenest awareness,

| assumed | could live
the same, here,

But | watched as my
Joy became a smie,

Then a Pro+ec+ed gance,
then a kind of reserve.
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There is such gr‘avﬁy in our
belonging to each other,

We risk Iosir\g
what's ours to give,

6rr‘avi+y’c:- embrace
holds me close,

Even lcarus came
From somewhere,

His dreom of Pliﬂln-f
ifted him above his place,

But his dream
warnhs of his Fall.

The singer ended his son
with the sop that the «siﬂh-f

oFf his living muse woas
but a passing PanJrasy,

Everyone lis’rening went
on about their day,

Delighi-ed Iay something,
that rose above no+hin9

For a moment
in Paseina‘
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The Empty Hedonism of Distance

She lay on the couch
like a half-naked Maijo.

it was difficult to accept,
without any sign,

Beyond what felt
ke the genﬂe sli@h’r

of her appreciation
and admiration,

She was laid up
with unexp\ained pain.

Her lood\/ glistening in
the 9+i£lina summer heat.

She became loud with the
sounds of di9+ance—mal<in@

The way children know how
to ery to ward off attackers

The\/ can't Pro+ec+
themselves From.

She told of a man who tried
to entice her to his life,

She held her ar'ounol,
until she became

Part of a life that
wash't part of his.

| said | didnt care, anymore, to be
Iiving in the in+oxica+ing imbalance.

Like letting go of water
?alling through my Pinﬁer'e,

I oPened my empty hands.
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The Indit-ference of Wonder

The light glints and gores off cars,
ke stars, br‘i@hi- in the day\ight

The sun in a siver Mercedes,
a dozen stars in a gray Chrysler,

The night sky in a blue Ford,
a Milky V\Iay of reflected light.

Small golaxies 3lio|e by on the arterial,
with shooting stars on the ?reeway.

The expectation of wonder has
gone out of my love of the other.

Wonder itself is the black night sky,
behind the eyes, not the blur of lights.

[ laring m\/t;eH: to wonder, | am
the sun of my own expectation

The sun in the Parking lot is
the same as the one in the sky,

The same as the one in my eyes,
its liﬁh+ never moves or chanﬂe;.

Ih the center of this being here,
ho matter how brigh+ or dark,

is the unending light that thrives in
the conhstant inditFerence of wonder.
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The Commotion of Intangible Love

All bliss passes to
what's ordinar'y and real.

Despite my love For the Fickle muse,
I trust what's always here, always true.

The objects of my attention, the icons
ofF my passion, Fode to what's real.

A Catholic priest told his teacher,

After twenty years of devotion
to the recognition of being itself

I can't give up my belief. even though
| know everyv‘hing you say is true.

I'm still in love with the form of my Faith.
| can't surrender enough to let it go.

And his teacher said, Be as you are.

Another teacher, who taught the
proctice of Faoith without Form,

Cried when he spoke of the 3od of his
Laoith, he couldnt PorgeJr the love he felt,

Living in the spirit, in a man's body,
my heart's in league with the Plesh,

And my heart is bound to the spirit,
there's no way out of this duaIHy,

This loss, this illusion, this disillusion,
we experience iNn so many ways.

| Fall back. in simple stilness,

Where there is ho commotion
between +angi|0le ond in+anﬂilole love.
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The Dancing Girls of the Buddha

| never had as personal a gocl
as my love of the other,

| was +auﬂh+ to run +hr‘ouah
the aposﬂes to ge+ to Jesus,

Through Jesus to get to God,
thirough God to get to what is.

Shopping among ﬁods ond people,
For a way to know what love is,

Has been my personoal Failure.

The love of a woman, became
the Face of my essential love,

And yet | sought to see love
more clearly, to see love

| sought to see love in ife itself,

Warned of Buddha's
dreams of dar\cir\g girls,

That came to him even
after his enlightenment,

| continued to seek a woman
as the heart of my inspiration

In my Lailure to find what | sought,
| no longer Leel any Fomiliar burst

of Freedom From the pursuit,
or the willinanec:.s to seek another.

| dance with love itself, and leave
the dancimg girls to be as they are,

My passion is lef+
to dance on its own.
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The Ruling Classes of the soul

My curiosi*ry has alwaye
been to see if the +ruth,

Promised by my old religion,
was to be trusted

Or if its beliefs and rituadls
were merely in Place

For the sake of the
ruling classes of the soul.

This is the challenge with
Poe+ry’9 mirocles, as well,

To live inside the briliance
of a Par-chlar' set of cells,

To withess the cleepeer
intimacy, First hand,

To speak From the center one's
civiized self circles at a distance.

One discovers there are no
ruling classes, no beliefs, no rituals,

N those who step over
the bounds of thought

Ihto the Farthest reaches
of this endless reolity.
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The Peace That Has No Biography

A window, JuH-ing out
From the upper story,

Woas the only access to
the dormer | sought to paint.

| stood on a stool From the attic,
and 9+epped onto the sleek metal roof,

With screw-heads for a foothold,
to Find a way to reach the inaccessible

| had tied a rope to a tree
oh the Far side of the house.

And threw it over the roof,
so it lay next to the dormer,

| tied a 9+ep|adder to the rope, to stand on,
with one foot on top of the ladder,

| lay flat on the slanted blue roof
stretched out, and reached to paint,

But when | moved my Foot,
the ladder glipped,

Fear might have overtaken me,
but nothing of Fear come.

I alanced at my -Poo-Hna and
cleaned the spil with a rog,

| was overridden
loy what did not happen.

And | Felt the PerPec+ nothing ofF
the peoce that has no Iaiography.
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Nearly Dumbfounded

My visa heeded renewadl,
after a week of rain

| went to the magistrate's office,
in a new buildin@ unfinished For yearrs,

| saw 9+andin@ water in the hallways,
business-as-usual in a surreal Ianolscape.

The buiding was crowded, with offices
Pilecl high with papers, Floor to ceiling,

The Indian lawyer was talkin and
laughing with a mon From Africa.

He took my visa and put it aside,
he may have wanted baksheesh,

But | wasn't versed in the
protocol of civil briber‘y.

After more conversation between the
two, he held my passport and Iauahed,

He opened ond 9+amped it,
all the time, laughing.

And | left, thanking
him several times,

Namaste, namaste,
down four ?Iiﬂh@ of stairs,

Lauah+er' r‘inainﬁ in the halls,
through pools of water,

Out into the bri9h+ suhn
in the crowded street.

on the First days of teaching,
after thirty years away,
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My brain is stacked Floor
to ceiling, with papers,

H's odd, Ioeihﬁ a poet with
a job, even in ac.ademia.

Reading as a poet at a
Poli+ical rally in the 70s,

I+ seemed strange to reod
poems as a call to action,

When Poe+ry lorinﬂs
ever'erhinﬂ to a halt,

And then, ma\/be,
some+hina miah+ open.

'Start 9/ow/>/,
slow down, stop, !

| +ell mysel?, ‘Now, you're
ﬁev‘ﬁnﬁ somewhere'

The assistant warden asked if | was
going to read anything subversive

Ih the Prison Writer's V\lorkc,:hop.

A Few poems, | said, thinking, There's
no+hing more subversive than poev‘ry.

The briliont sun cuts the air
From its complocency.

| have no choice in this surrender,

There's a reason for everything,
and in everything there is no reason.
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| Wince at Invisible Injuries

| Feel the pinch of loneliness,
when I'm not open

To the aloneness
that Fills me.

Fear suffuses iden+i+y, until
iden+i+y does the same to fear,

A man in his contentment,
may seem self-satisFied,

Like the drunkards
momenJrary bliss,

We dont trust every
version of serenity,

We laud its virtue, but
discontent is the horm.

The shadow of separation
ls the master of imaainaﬂon.

| Feel attached to
what Feels torn away,

| wince at invisible injuries.
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In a Gathering of Confessers

In a gathering of confessers,
ohe man drones on,

Another speake
his comfortable belief,

Another speak«;
a kind of reassurance.

A Fourth risks the terror
ofF meeting his unseen self,

The public lie of his life
Is hot his uncloinf],

But the Priva+e lie
of his secret pain is.

His Pa+h is one way to
the clearing caled grace,

Where a heart clogaed
with ar'and mal seizures,

Becomes a heart set
Lree in its own expanse.
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This Fearful Naked Constancy

In the teliing of Fears
in the company of others,

We find comfort in the
prospect ofF living beyond Fear.

Or a reason to remain secure in the
embrace of commorlly held Fear.

V\Iillingness, For the worst to
occur, is a path to Freedom,

Or it's a home away Lrom
the deepeer part of the heart.

Some dreamers live in dreams
and dream of still more dreams,

Some live in the absence of dreams,
some dreamers live in broken dreams,

Some live in a shattered dreamecape
of what can no Ionaer‘ be.

Some dreamers invent
a haven on earth,

A Place to live with
bad things happening,

Freedom terrifies,
when ur\ProJreched dreams

Come true or die, in a
Fearful, naked constancy.
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ih the Quiet Windiess Aftermath

After the hurricane between
us, | walk among the ruins,

Looking for reminders of the possible,
| Find traces of the love that remains

In the guiet, windless oftermath,

A startled survivor, whose Flown with
the cows and the roofs and the cars.

With the airborne Flotsam
ond jetsom on the 9r‘our\d,

| Find my«;elP, os i dropped
From the sky, intact.

| stand where walls, ceilings
and Floors once were,

Where the sky remains,
and the earth, and the air,

And the stilness, that
didn't go anywhere.

Some part of who | am lives
in the beainninﬂ to live ot the end,

But early on, there's a drive to solidilly,
and then the wind comes howling,

What remains has the sohdi’r\/ of what's
within, closer to nature than any+|ning

That might be 9alvaaed
Lrom its separ'aJred parts.
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Kiding the Trees in Morgan Park.

On the way to school,
we walked thirough woods,

A stream runnina its lenﬁ’rh,
in the middle of town.

Wild to our eyes, we
couldnt see the houses,

Young boyc,;, we rode
the trees to the grouncl.

The stream was banked with
eaplinﬁe as thick as our 3ri|9,

We'd climb the trees, and
our weight would bend them,

We'd ride them to the grouncl,
oh the Far side of the stream

Back and forth we rode,
my LFriend aond |, or | did, alone,

A tree mithr have
Plung us into space,

I we were strong enough
to bend it Far enough,

There was no a++emp+
to learn or know ar\\/’rhir\@.

When Robert Frost stops by
woods on a snowy evening,

Does one ima@ine
the old poet in the lauggy,

Or is it the reader, or
the silence of winter?
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| am howhere in my 9+or‘y,

Like al readers, | walk its path,
| climb its tree, and | ride.

Once in a while, a tree
would crack under the weight,

H+ was a thrill to risk it,
to Fall to the bank or streom,

The Per‘Pech excuse to run
home and change clothes,

To Lly out of the house on a run,
with ho excuse but childnhood

Early wisdom learned
to Pick the tree

That matched
its resiient resolve

To the bravado of the not
ye+ grown, saPlinﬁ to saplinﬁ.

Contestants of strength,
r‘idinﬁ a whip,

Conquer‘ina a bow
with an arrow,

To reach that bendina point
between laoy and tree,

When the tree gives, and
the looy Falls back to earth.

HaIPway up a willow,
held against the 914\/,

In the timeless moment,
bent to its Iar'eaking point.
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We Drove into Kansas

When | step out
in front of my;elP,

| see how far I've come,

| once barel
stood by my side,

| have often stood
aport From my;elF,

| think. of the Father
| never saw,

Who's here now
in the one | am.

We drove into Kansas
when | was a Iaoy,

He took me with him on a +r‘ip,
to a nearly deserted prairie town,

And he lef+ me alone
to wander the streets.

Or | sat in the car,
or else | rode beside him,

| saw the lonely town,
with a few buildina;,

And a tree, 9+anding on
a hil, in a copse of em.

| wanted to dive into
his body and be him,

But | was his passenger,,
his Iaoy, his son, his blood,

I_ear‘ninﬁ the briliant
isolation of the heart.
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Now | lon@ For the arms
of a man, long dead,

A man, hever as dlive
to me, as | dreamed him,

ExcePJr when he Iay
on the living room Lloor.

A Fallen trunk, we three
looy; crawled over him,

And when he stood, he let us
climb his body like an oaok.

We Iauﬁhecl until we cried,

These tears are his,
this heavina chest is his,

This love is his.

| waht the arms of a man | loved,
who loved me, 1o be my arms.

| climbed inside the Iaig@eﬁ tree
in a small town in Kansas,

Years later, | wanted
to buy the town,

| was sure
it was For sale.
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A Whisper in the Cacophony

Trees, barren of leaves,
with branches lke scratches

On the gray plate of sky,
in a warm room, Iooking out,

The delicate lines are
soft on a britte olay.

Painters Pain+ spiri+ in art,
poets speak. spirit in words,

But Iangua e is cruel in its
9+riPPin3 o+ the leaves,

And generous when it
reveals what remains.

Sl there's no resolution sharp
enough to make anything Pinally knhown.

The skyward lines the mesh of lines,
the still wapﬁna lines. bealn to sina,

| stand on the ﬂround,
| reach into the 9l<y,

| draw myeeH:

From a tray ofF color
into the endess gray,

| £ind spirit in emptiness
and the company of others.

Spirit binds the branches,
like Fresh paint on bare canvas,

N a warm room, the view
is still, on a windless da\/.

| see the lines breathe
onh barren trees.
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Ih this world of
harsh abandonment

And smothering
adbundance,

A Per9i9+er\+ joy

I_eaPs the 3la99
and warms the 9l<y.

When | don'+ speok ofF

love, | Find it where it is.

When | dont
call another's name,

| hear the song of love
that never leaves.

In this love
| cant abandon,

| let go of the False
and faded love

of my romantic
abandonment.
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Handwri-ﬁna the Mist

On +his f—oaay day,
the calliﬂraphy

OFf the barren
trees blurs,

[ accep+ its
washed-out loeau+y.

The only lover
lef+ on this island

Is my own self,
inside love itself

The pog

Fils the branches
in sient embrace,

Their lines, lost
in their everyﬂ-‘ing.

42



The Evanescent Has No Chronicle

Shakespeare compared his
love to a summer’s day,

Then erased the praise,
knowiﬂg love's transience.

His poem becomes his
love's orlly la«;ﬁr\g rea|i+y,

His poem more about
death and poetry than love.

In love of the poem, we transit
love to the language of love,

Then to the ur\spoken
hature of love itself.

Evanescent love
has no chronicle,

But the chronicles
of love are lona—lasﬂnﬁ.

The PoeJr says his love
can't be kept or described,

But it can be clothed in words.

We can love the weave
of words in love's place.

A poem of praise to any love,
that has its substance in time,

Like the beauty of a Power,
becomes the vase of its love,

With the flower's likeness
Pair\+ed on its porcelain

We Fashion totems to love,
across the distance
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Between moments of
love's presence.

What we love is Pleeﬂng,
but love is not,

And we are its carrier,
From Flower to Flower,

Ih words told of the
Plower's briliant beouty.
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The Good of useless Prayers

In the midst of difficulties,
a Place of cam beckons,

until it becomes a kind
ofF complacency.

One step leads to a half
9+ep, then to a stasis,

Then to a Palliﬂg away
From being dlive.

Let me not slide to my demise
in search of an ease.

There is a Fierce tranquility
in Pacing adversi’ry,

until i+ becomes
a shadow of itself

With so much pain in the world,
we don't know what to do

But complain and invent less
Paiﬂ@ul ways to end the pain.

| scattered my Faother's ashes
in the river that ran by our house,

And the river ran away with him,
I go to the Place where | last saw him,

He tells me to end my concern,
that there is no good in this anxiety.

This gr‘ieP and grievance has no
remedy, but it helps to call his hame.
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ih the Circle of My Narrowing Eye

Desire geJrs me to an intoxication
that iﬂhor‘e«; the real

The intoxicated vision of desire
leaves the Per‘ipher\/ unseen,

When | might see beyond the
circle of my narrowing eye.

What acts like an insult to the other,
is a grea+er insult to sithr.

Desire is the mask of passion
that wants to be all that passion is,

But bedrock passion
threatens the mask,

until desire rages, From the
essential to its roiing surfaoce.

Yet don't go away From what | am,
even in the turbulence of my desire,

To let go of this deceit is to stand
dlone, in the presence of Ioeau+y,

Without the lingering desire
Lor desire’s entroncing eye.
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An Inner Landscape

| speak of an inner landscape,
ho less real For seeming less real.

| choose not to mistake r‘eali+y
Lor what we name as readl.

I look at a +h'|na,
that's not a +In'|r|@

To describe it into proximity,
so its reali+y can be seen.

| see a doorknob, across the
room, as Iaia as a ﬂrapeﬁruit

| see the head of a screw,
as large as a saucer.

| see a Face, drawn larger than itself,
a foce, not drawn, but drawn upon.

| see something laroe, to see it
From within, to reveadl itself, real

My unseen self
has no Phy;ical beir\@

But this forensics
of the unseen

Unhcovers what
may seem less real,

until what lies beneath
dec;cripﬁon,

ls lifted
into recoaniﬁon

| map the Loce of ener Y,
spirit sits For its likeness.

A mor+tal Iaein@
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Pulled From the muck,
cleans its Face to a beauty,

And the beast of its Fears
becomes a creature of courage.

We're mistaken to think. we
sleep with demons and angels,

When we awaken
among ourselves.
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The Second Day in Heaven

The second clay in heaven

is the same as the First,

Without the same
shock of newness.

+ seems impossilole to believe,

the new person | was,

Or the new person | meet,

on the First day/

Is still new to me,
the day ofter.

Everything dies
on the second day,

Unless | let cl\/inﬂ
die with it.

When | love someone,
and they go away,

Where does love go?

V\Ih\/ om | so quick
to see my love gene,

When only its olojech
is newly absent?
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Between Small Dark Towhs

My uncle came back From the
sloughter of war, a char\ged man,

Never ?ully present in his ife again,
until he was dead in a crash.

He drove his car off a bridge,
flew a hundred feet in the air,

And landed, in the night, against a riverbank,
between small dark towns in llincis.

He was in the ice cream business,
engaged to a woman who loved him,

But life had ended around him,
so many times, For so long,

Ih such hurtful ways, he
could never be free of it

¥'s hot hard to believe his
death was not accidental,

That he drove his car into a room
where he was Pinally happy to be adlive.

Ih a familiar room, tired of its Familiari’ry,
| think. to think away Lrom it,

lhstead, | think to +hat par+t of the
room that has no known ?amiliari‘ry,

More Familiar than anything
| khow on its Face,

4 Fils the room
with its chsappearance,

That takes the
place of everything,

That takes Plac;e within it.
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The Od Dairy Builaﬁng

Life is what
you expec+ it o be,

And then, one day, hothing is
the same, and never wil be agoin.

My Friends adller
burned to the ground,

Now he holds images of the current war
roging, alonﬂsicle the loss of his business,

Ever‘yc{ay ife is war time in slow time.

Home +o local artisans, the old
building was a beloved landmark,

A genial gathering place ofF di«spar‘a+e
souls, enﬂaged in their chosen work.

Firemen Poured water in, from trucks,
in fat hoses, loreakinﬁ the windows,

until the roof collapseol, its
wooden beams burned for hours.

Ih war and everyday life,
we see death and destruction,

Kelenﬂessly iﬁnoranJr
of our worth.
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Like Bullets in the Air

A Friends dauthrer
died too soon,

4+ became an endiess

war of dyin@ everyda\/,

The same young woman died,
before it could be accep‘red,

Token, again and again,
by cruel death, in the mind

Of her mother, who danced
onh the edae of sanity.

Transient death comes and
goes, like bullets in the air,

Those who survive, live by
the aiﬁ of their breathing

The\/ smell the unbroken
air between the bullets,

And they breathe it in,
as aleep as they can.
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The Moment of Chancy Death
The random speed of war

Feeds the recognition
of arbitrary death.

Occasions of redlity come
without war‘nin@ or alternative.

After the second world war,
one man in the Pac+ory,

Said he was tought to kil
but not how to stop,

They 9wep+ him up, threw him in
the war, then threw him back out.

He said he loved his Pamily,
but he couldnt Feel that love,

He couldn+ stop Pi@hﬂng, aond
years later, he was stil at war.

Peace is time and space
between separate deaths,

We Fil the space to avoid the real,
until we live in the ilusion of life.

Between wars, in ho war raain@
we have the \uxur‘y to embrace

The areaJrer- peace
of our reality.

But some never feel more dlive
than when death is their partner,

Not because death
is such a good dancer-.

¥'s not death that teaches
the joy of existence,
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It is the absence of illusion.
in the moment of chancy death.

That untimed moment
can seem the same

As this Prolonged presence
ofF exquisite reality.
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On the Mesa of America

People walk to their cars
on this mesa of America,

This flat, open vista on
the world, and drive away.

| am less alone,
in the open heart,

Than among those for whom
loeing alone is a burden.

A rancher, alone by habit,
loelonge to his Pamiy,

His bond, heigh+ened Iay his
enforced adoneness.

His ?amily rides
the fence with him,

He returns to what
he never leaves.

Whenh | First heard it said
that a certain guru

Woas never born, never
died, it angered me.

OFf course he was born,
of course he died,

But his Poo+Pr‘ir\+
was illusion.

There's wisdom in these
windswePJr steppes,

| come dlone to the Future,
| walk to my cor and drive away.
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The License of Life

When | say I'm alone,
+o whom do | speak,

When by the nature of
speakin@ I'm not alone?

We are an exchanae
ofF listeners,

These words are the
chronicles of stilness.

| isten to what speaks within,
to hear what's difficult to say.

To speak From sience
revedls the effort of speaking,

I+ be‘rrayc; a 9imilari+y to those
who speak to a meanina.

We listen for the voice of listening,
we look to the eyes that withess.

To look in the world,
is to look to a purpose

To withess the world is to
receive with one's eyes.

Those who pose at peace,
proctice their self-assurance,

When to withess one’'s own bein
is to live in the license of life.
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The Cam That Caoused i

The wind is at rest
at its source,

Aolis emerges
Lrom a cave of cam.

Wheh I'm defined

by what | become,

| £all into a turbulence
and claim its icler\+i+\/.

In the stilness
between breaths,

| look. back. and forth
across the 90p,

until 1 no longer clis’ringuish

myselP Lrom either,

| Fall into the center
of my unregula+ed being,

There's a kindness
in any room of others,

In the wind, is the
cam that caused it
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ih Cam Kegard

Unwillina
to show her need

She turned away
Lrom my attention

And was gone
From the moment,

| was helples; to taste
the groce of her need

Ih our abundance,
we make need unwelcome,

Even as we attend 1o the
devastated and the dyinﬂ.

Having no need for need
is another deprivaﬁon.

An old woman sits
with another old woman

In the quiet of their age,
and love abounds.

| see what seems
of little use,

The Pr'acﬂce
of a quiet kindness,

Not rushing to the aid
ofF inllirmiir\/ ond weakness,

But eimply beir\@
with each other,

Ih calm regard.
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The Calendar of Creation

The sun's glare glints and reflects,
highlights, ond washes away.

The hillside loses color, burnt
away in the Iar‘igh+es+ ligh+.

Points of Fire mark the
corners of metal roofs,

People lower their brims and
reconsider their Faith in cle9+iny.

The young have time,
in the sun of their Fortune,

But dwelling on des’riny
washes away

The moment of life,
clr'ainina it of its color.

Having no destined day,
opens the day to itself,

Where nothing is named
by the calenaar‘ of creation.
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The Praise of Present Joy

Displacecl on change,
we walk out of ourselves,

unfamiliar with what
we may become.

Or we walk in the ruins
of who we have been

Kick us out, burn us down,
des‘rroy the present as post,

The open moment
is closer to the bone

Than what we've
been or done.

Chanﬂe honhes us
to our essential selves.

Nothing of the certain is lost
in the change oF destruction

No+h'|ng we cherish is more
or less than Pr‘e«;en’r,

Even when
we celebrate

What's to come
or what came before,

We let loose the proise
ofF present joy.
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My Brother Runs Near a Sunny Beach
The ar—ound is Frozen solid,

Like ancient sheathes
of opague Focade.

Walkinﬂ is a careful venture,
ae++in@ to the car, an event,

Buying Food becomes calculated,
aond arriving, an accomplishment.

My brother runs
hear a sunny beach.

My hands tighten in a grip
like being Frozen From within.

My lyr‘ical ears want its cause
to be the dbsence of romantic love.

| have lived in a torment of desire,
a fire | danced around and through.

I+ migh‘r’ve been the summer sun
that heated my passion,

We are simple creatures,
in the heat of our lives.

My brother runs
hear a sunny beach.
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Nostrils Flare in the \flgorous Air

A mountain wind
blows in the Ioriﬂh+ sun

That gives and tokes
nothing From the Iaody,

Like beina near a r-ocky
wall or glacial waters.

It leaves geein@ +hinﬁ;
For what they are,

With no+hing in the air
to cloud the senses.

My brother's Friend drove him
to a riclﬂe adbove a great city,

Where yeors of pollution created
textures of a different beauty,

A vast panorama epread
below and beyoncl them,

In a valley thick. with
the di;char‘ge of millions.

Look how beautiful it is, he said,

Indica’rina the stagnant sky
with a sweep of his arm.

The se++‘|ng sun lit the canvas
ofF purple, red and orange,

A conﬂaar‘aﬂon of unnatural
riches For the eye's imagjnation

How beautiful
is our private sky,

When no crisp wind blows
away its crowded thoughts.
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I accumulated days, we thicken
ourselves to a kind of loeau+y,

until even our alarms
become arH:ully designed,,

until r\o+hir19 within what we
think. we are, is 9+ranﬁe,

| moke a home in my conflicted air
For everything | think | om not.

¥s a bracir\g wind that
blows in the briliant sun,

That takes no’rhinﬁ owa
From the mind or the Iaocly.

Nostrils Flare in the vigorous air,
and the ;Ky is taken anew,

For the home of beouty,
uhclouded Iay its residue.
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The Joy of Being Seen

Roaised unseen, we learn to be
seen For the masks we wear.

| learned to live in the pains
ond pleasures ofF Iaeing seen,

Not for myselP, but For
what | migh’r Projecf

| learned to be seen for
what | seemed to be

In the eyes of others,

until | saw myselP in the
eyes of the inherent,

Where there is no
seer and no seen.

My habit of not loeir\g seen
limits +he revelation of sight,

[ 9ou3h+ to be seen as the
unseen self | saw within,

But the unseen has no
sight in Lomilliar eyes.

So | Iaegan to accept hoked love
as the easy absence of masks,

But afrad of Iae‘lng seen haked,
she was unprepar‘ed to be unafraid

The joy of being seen begins
in the terror o being seen,

No matter how thin the veil
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Caverns of Delicate Intricacy

After a long spell of chiling cold
in he midst of a heavy —C’Oﬁ,

The town woke
to a sparkling scene,

Every tree's branches, covered
with a delicate white fur of Frost,

Trees, plonts, lines and wires, coated
in caverns of delicate intricacy.

There must have been a breeze
that lifted the Frost to these angles.

Individual branches, coifed in white,
extend a million white wings,

Dreary history,
transformed to its beauty,

The clir‘er Foce of unbroken
cold coated with Fresh white,

ts cheeks Powder‘ed,
its charm restored.

The gravity of existence
has a greater endurance

Than all its ePiPhanies,
| £all in and out of love.

| blame ho one For dr‘aaginﬂ
me down to my cold condition.

| retire to the unfamiliar,
to live in love's lonﬂ epiphany,

To accep+ the sporl+anei+y
of the endless unknown.
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In Simple Grace

A barefoot worker
came to clean our rooms,

He swept the Lloor with
a short, natural broom.

Silent, light, and swift,
in ho hurry,

With the movement
of a dancer,

Without excess,
he Finished the job,

Pickirlg up the wispy
debris with his Pir\aers.

Collec;+ing the scraps

of refuse,

He elevated a mundane
task to its beau+y.

+ wash't wa+chin3 him
work or wi+nec;-9ing

A PerPormance For reward,
it didnt demean his station,

Ihstead, it undefined him
Lrom caste or caricature.

I_iPring detritus with his
long, narrow Pinaers,

Woas hot an act
of simple groce,

But simple groce,
Per—Pormina onh act.
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4 could have been any
other act in its Place,

He was one in whom
grace occurred.

4 lifted me
to wonder itself,

Nameless, Poin’rle«;s,
indescribable,

i might have seemed
Pic+ure~;que

Or the telling ofF
ahother culture.

One cannot clam the
moment on de;crilaing it,

¥'s aoocl to -For'ﬁe’r
all but simple grace,

Without eveh a ar'acel:ul
+hough+ to take its Place.



| Wipe My Eyes With Words

| invite myselP to my own arrival
my eyes teach their own tears,

My shoulders shake like oxen
shed their sweat, their yoke,

| wipe my eyes with words.

| +each mysel-@, in speaking
what | wasn't +au@h+,

I learn, by walking into
the Faith of not Knowir\@.

My ife is intent on arriving
where it's always been.

| have learned everything
my Fother taught me,

I've learned what he never
knew he was +eachir\ﬂ,

| learned his unseen self,

| became the son of his Failure,
| became the son of his Per?ec’rion,

| wipe my eyes with words.
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Pollock Was a Painter

Drinking, —(:uckin@
Piﬁhﬁn@ painting,

Pollock was a Pair‘d"er',
wai+ing to be a Pair\+er,

He bouaH an artist's brush
ot the artist's market,

But he tried to act lke a
reqular guy with his Pamily,

until he began to be an artist
and Porgo+ to play either part,

The day he became a Pain+er‘,
he couldn+ go back. to playing one,

Some mithr say that becomin
the one he had Played at bein@

ls what kiled him,

We Play roles akin to the reaIier
we scarcely recoanize,

I've Playecl the role of a lover,
living in the heart of love,

until | became
what | aPProxima+ed,

in the center of what
guddenly seems peripheral,

My becoming who | am,
the premonition of life itself,
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No+hing Happenc; in Love

No+h'|na
haPPens in love.

A room is lifted
Lrom its contraries,

To be set back down
in the same Place,

Transcendent, its
Furniture the same.

| see you the way the Ii@th
sees what it Falls upon.

The trance of love plays
a surrogate For love,

until i+ becomes
a way of being,

Someone says
we are love itself,

And it becomes a Par‘adigm

of the love we define
ourselves away From

The pursuit of love
is a fraud For love,

No+h'|na occurs in love,
but love itself
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No Lover No God

| might wish there was a aod
or a lover in my immediate Iaein@

But | dont surrender who | am
Lor the dbsence of someone to love.

All day, all night,
every day, every night,

| dont surrender who | am for
the dbsence of another's nearness.

No god, ho lover,
comes to me in the niath,

No god, ho lover, reassures me
or promises me better than this.

'm left with everything
[ mialrﬂ' imaaine Lrom them,

To discover its presence,
here, in this simplicHy.

| won't give up what | have, for
what | don't, no lover, no god.

There's no+hinﬁ mi«;c:.inﬁ
in what orﬂy seems missing.
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The Ascent of the Descent

Grace and gravity laelonﬂ to all
of us, in our being able to speak.

The First leap in learning
is to speak Lrom sience.

¥s said that poets make
obscure what should be clear,

That +ruth and beauty should be
made clear, not more difficult.

A +in miner told Pablo Nerudo,

“You must speak For those of us
who cannot speak For ourselves.

Neruda didn't know he
was so heeded, to speak,

N the common Ianguaﬂe,
what may seem uncommon,

The telling of the untold,
the saying of the unsaid

A poet is caled to go
into the earth and return

With the Iaeaquy
and the truth of it

Ih words +hat match
the ascent of the descent,

Ih words +hat mold
the ore to its metal,

I words that call the miner
to the heart of his own reality.
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She Put Her Hand on His Head

My Friend spent a day
with an old love,

To make new what had
never been made old.

The yeors Found them
unchaﬂﬂed in the heart,

Brief lovers, she was
hever not his Friend,

A loving womoan put her hand
on my back, without intent,

And | Felt the bloom
of a kind of beina‘

What touches me,
maok.es my body

Less a bocly and
more +than a body.

When a wise old man
put his hands on my Foce,

My losses were concluded
across the centuries.

| put my hands
on my own Foce,

Like the hands of the
old man who taught me,

And my hands remind me
who | am and who 'm beinﬂ.
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The Wu Li Heart
The Wu Li Dancers

Dance adhead of their demons,
so0 ho demon can catch them.

With no belief in science or
spiritudlity, everything is a dance.

Poet is a hame that clic;aPPears in the
using yet of poetry, | am its champion,

Indifferent to it, | believe there is no
greater spiritual dance than a poem

Poetry is the science of
spirit in thought and Peelin@

With ho dependable theory
of evolution or construction.

The good tears itsell open,
so that aood is lost and found,

The Wu Li heart holds nothing in
its hands for its demons to covet.

Men dance with their demons
to ward ofF their demons,

Wu Li is Chinese for
Patterns of Organic Energy,

My Way, Nonsense, | clutch
my Ideas, and Enlightenment.

Poetry is how | dance
Lree of my demons,

The clutching of ideas, and
the nonhsense of my ways.
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Jesus Lauahecl

My dancing heart won't take
direction, won'+ stop dancin@,

I+ doesn't listen to advice,
al it wants to do is dance,

| plunge deep
in the heart of play,

True play hos Few expositors
in this world of travail and respite.

A Playﬁul heart, in prison,
is a Playpul heart,

With no room for Play in a tragic
world with comedians for r‘elieg

Struck in the side with
a sword, Jesus Iaughed,

He knew there was no
body to be wounded,

But he had sealed
an olaliga’rion to seem

To be kiled to die,
to be reborn.

So he cried out
and continued to die,

There's no heed to be born
again, to re-do the miraculous.

Being born is the eleif]th
of hand of existence,

My open heart is its
Pa;sioﬂcﬁe P\ayer.
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Along the River and Over the Hills

| drove south on Coanyon
R oad, along the river,

On a two-lane black+op,
with ho traffic,

Back over the riclae,
+hrou3h 9+ur|ning vistas,

Between two small towns
in the American West.

Ih moments of anonymi-l'y,
hature rises to its 3randeur,

And the works of man reduce
to a stretch of highway,

With roadside turn-outs
For the Fishermen.

Separate From
the society of others,

The earth's indifference
is a ble;siﬂg.

To learn my;elﬁ,
the work is never done,

it is to chase a chimerag,
From the abyss

of unknowable redlit
to mountains of definition,

The cliffs Fall away
to the river bank.

Rolling toward Yokima, a Few
miles south of Ellensbura.
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Pictures of Home

Away From home, we
hang pictures of home,

Masks of peace are hung
in empty halls of separation.

I cry in simple Joy when
anything calls itself home,

In grieP, in pain,
in love and recognition.

| seldom went to see my mother,
and | could not be rid of her.

| Finally went +o see her, and she
haod disappeared in my heart.
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Another Man Tau3h+ by Another Man

| watched a wise man to see
i he would be+r‘ay himsel&

As a man, +auah+ by another
man, to believe some+hing

From what other men
had said, a long time ago,

Or if he was true to the original
moment of his Iaeing alive.

¥'s an old story that what we teach
each other might be held suspect,

That what men tell other men
os the unimpeachaHe +ruth,

Stroight From the goclheacl,
could be held to question.

To ask, How is this not somev‘hinﬁ
written by a man for a man's purposes,

How is this not a way to
separate us £From our reality,

C/aiming a Pa-fh to our eternal
unioh, wheh we are a/r‘eaa’y

The real of our
oriﬁinal realh‘y?

The one | alues+ioned
PoinJrecl past all teaching

To my unteachable or‘igin,
and | let go of doubt,

Like a gra host, into
the arouncl beneath my Feet.
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When the Great Actor Died

When the great actor
died, many cried

They said he was a bein
greater than himsel £

When some+hin9 ﬁr‘eai-er
than a man inhabits a man,

We want that grea+nes;
to live on, in the Flesh.

We're not small Iaeingc;, inhabited
rarely by eome+hing grea’rer,

We're Iaeingg of ?:reaJr Iaein@ living in
the constraints o+ our limitations.

We elevate a rare Ioeinﬂ t+o honor
its r-ar'i+y, to Keep thot r'ari+y

From becoming the common
state of our commerce.

No man is gr'ea+er
than any other,

Except he opens wide
the gotes of his being.

He puts himself inside a self
larger than himself,

And the Force of his
nature opens within him.

One mahn says he shall have
ho other gocle before him,

He says it, so his ears can hear
what his hear+t is 9Peakin3‘
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He says it to it the lid of God
Lrom the bowl of himself,

So he migh-f become what
he is, within his own nature.

The great actor was ho god,
he Pla\/ecl lives conceived by others.

His own life, among those he loved,
was a turmoil of inept concern

He came from tragic ife
and begat a ife no less tragic,

But the open heart of his art
unleashed the art of life itsell

His eyes had the geam
of the undiscovered universe,

A ?leeﬁng glonce of eternity,
in the look. of a moment.

He let life in
he let life out,

He was an open conduit
ofF life itselF
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The Old Sailor Baby

His hands were small animals
he couldnt contain,

He kePJr Pulhna them
under his care,

He tried to keep them From
being seen in their bestial vi+ali+\/.

They tried to live
indepenalerﬁ lives,

Like chidren, crawling
away From their mother,

Only to be Pulled back. again,
he was an old sailor, dlone in a bar,

With anarleol khuckles,
and canvas skin,

His eyes were averted
From the room

His was a quiet curse,
that reveadled a confusion,

Like a chid in a giant bod
he sat b\/ himgeH? nursma a beer,

We say hursin when it was
the beer that nursed him

Behind a woman at the store,
| held her baby’s bottle,

The baby was Full of milk,
onh the edae of sleep,

She was heavy—lidded,
ike a slidinﬂ wall of earth
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The baby's Leet were
bare in the carrier,

Two biﬁ toes with eigh*r
tiny niblets of pink. skin.

She suckled with less
and less enthusiosm,

until her tiny hands let go of
the bottle and fell into the air.

A beautiful baby/
| said o the mother,

S+ePPin3 into the warm sun
of the busy street,

And later, watching a movie, | cried.
I+ help; my heart to cry,

For any reason, For no reason,
To be lke a Iaab\/, ke a man.
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The Music of the Blooded Air

on the First
hot day of the year,

Bugs jump out of their
cocoons and Flood +he air.

One could plant the air
ond reap a harvest

Everything competes For
space, in what gives it life,

The air is kneaded, lke
dough in muscled hands.

Lightnin' Hopkins sits on an old
Couch, across From another man,

A bottle on the table between them,
N the 9wel+erin@ Texas niahf

The music seeps and
squeezes out of the air,

it hangs and grips the air, it cries
and moans, comforts and caresses,

I+ tears at the air, so thick
with itself, it can't be torn

We play the music of the blooded air.

N this heat, no+hin3 is unique, the heat
lives in what lives in the heat.

| sit where | sat, a year
ago, aond little has chanﬂed,

| could maoke a list
of Foces and memories,

of terrible things
happening in the world,
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of events Pr‘edlded to be
the scourge of the Future,

A Future that's becomin
a rapiclly rec;eclinﬂ past.

| +ell mysel? to write the
moment's unwritable poem,

And | laugh ot Foolish wisdom
that Fails to daunt the darinﬂ.
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The Lauahlnﬁ Policeman

I neﬂleded my studies, painting
at nigh‘r, sleepinﬁ Pa;+ noon,

And when | awoke, the Pre«;iclenJr
had died, shot riding in a car.

| crossed the college commons
in an uncommon silence,

| asked a passing student and learned
the awful news, a nation wept.

That night wos my Lirst date
with my Future wife, and desPiJre

An inauspicious Ioeginnir\ we both
heeded a componion For adulthood,

1 go, i you'll go, we said,
we held hands and jumped.

Four state cops are on a break,
ohe of them roars with lau@h-l'er‘,

it's rare to hear anyone Iauﬁh with such
adbandon, let alone a man in uniform,

He 3urale«;, couahe, cackles,
hacks, and bursts with shouts.

I Senior Shakespeare, | Foied to read
the aseiﬂned Hamlet before a pop quiz,

| put my paper away, and the
Proﬁe%or said, 'Are you toking this?"

| r‘ePIied, I'm +al<in3 it in stride,"
and none of my classmates laughed

Later, | discovered, in my readir\@
the prince ofF my own Denmark.
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No matter my words,
| won't live past my ife,

The Iaughing Policemah Lills
his ears with his own laugh‘rer,

As if the circle of men
is lauahing with him,

Tthe other cops know how
to handle the Familiar scene,

With grim Foces, they Linish
their lottés and leave.

When the Presiderﬁ died,
the great, wide country

Woas Filed with the deaﬁenir\a
sience of his death,

it wafted across lowa,
it coated the Rockies,

H was tossed with
the waves on the coast.

| thought we were married
because we danced well together,

As it everything in our marrioge
would be as harmonious.

When Ophelia died, Gertrude cried
certain she and her son would be married,

s only the King hadnt been killed.

"What are you r‘eac/inﬁ?"
Polohius asks Hamlet,

"Words... words... words..."
the Prince replies.
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Chased £rom Fear to Fire

s the same For a still
mind to write a poem,

As it is For the
deaf to speok,

To take that First
step ofF the edge,

To wak in air, out
and above our history.

To Iaegin to think,
a mechahism Iaef]ins,

To ';Peak, a hoise loec?ins,
a tinnitus of the mind,

Even at peace,
stilness reverberates,

We disturb our peace
to make ourselves known.

Dogs bark, to announce
their presence, until +hey sleep,

And when they awaken, they
renew their Pronouncemen+,

Endlessly barkina their bein@

We bark, our presence never assured,
at peace, we heed no reassurance,

We commuhicate our insecurities
so we may live in Fear with each other,

And once beaun, the mind chases itselk
Lrom Fear to fire and back to fFear.

A mind may make things of
beauty and truth From itsell,
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One hand lifts a word, and
the other hand wants to play,

This sort of +hih3
disturbs the peace,

And once disturbed,
it's as i peace

Con be ignored,
ond ought to be.

My hands clrop their
words, | drop my hands,

And Fisted fear
Falls away.
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Twen+y Years in Sience

A revered teacher spent
+wer\+y years in silence,

Some say it was
his best +eachin@.

When he be@an to speak,
he Iaegan to be less,

So more could learn
of the stilness he knew.

All +eachin9 is set apar+
From what might be taught,

The way speaking separa’res itself
From what might be said,

My +ongue Iae+ray9 its message,
even as it Proclaim; it.

Once upoh a time in the Pas+,
before the past was invented,

A simple man hoticed his own beinﬁ,
and turned to tell the others.

They stared at him with
uncomprehendir\g eyes,

until he invented a tongue
with marvels born,

And enflamed hearts
danced around his Fire.

| speak to quiet my noisy giPr,
to let stilness into my voice,

until 'm s<till, even in song,
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The House Detective

The house detective sits in
the Ioblay of a rundown hotel,

There's little For him
to do, except he's a thief.

He stedls from the guests,
and recovers Just enough

To prove his worth,
and keep his job.

His room is a reposiJror‘y
of his swag, he doesn't care,

He thinks only of the theft,
his satisfaction is brief

The hotel, ofF the beaten path,
a shuttered nightclub on the roof,

ls Popula’recl loy odd characters,
and he is one among them.

Then, one day, he is found dead,
policemen stand over his body,

Discovered in the mids+t
of his accumulated boun‘ry,

The owher of the hotel slumps,
telling of their longtime ?riendshlp.

One cop looks down
at the crumpleal Iaocly

And says, to no one
in Parﬁcular,

‘Now that's a sad
Fuckin story, innit2"
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Down by the Banks of the River

The setting sun bokes my Foce,
| remember the taste of gin

From when | drank gin
that summer in lllinois.

The sun was hot, in the late
afternoon, after work,

In my room, in the old Iouildin@
down Iay the river.

Now I sit in the sun, thinking ofF
moving back to my adult hometown,

Caled Frisco, on those
who don't live there,

The heat of the sun conjures
images of drinking gin,

The sun is blocked
and then comes back,

H+ bakes me, like hav'lna a warm

quuid Pour‘ed into my body,

until it feels more
quuid than vessel.

The warmth of the sun stirs
the ?eeliﬂg 'm happy to Feel

4 doesnt make me want to drink,

lInstead, | become another livin
breaJrhir\g presence of heat itself

| write these stories backwards,
Lrom the image to the source,

And | sit in stilness, wr‘aPPed
in the heat of life itself
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Kicked Back to Sand

Four Tibetan monks
gpend a day makinﬁ

An intricate sand painting,
in an airpor'Jr Iolaloy,

Their mandala Pr'o+ec+ea|
by a ring of velvet ropes,

until a small boy runs
under the Plimsy barrier

And kicks the painting
back. to sand.

The boy's mother turns to
see where her Iaoy has gone.

She Pulle him away, with no
sign ofF alarm or regret.

The monks \auﬂh,
their art is -l'empor‘al,

The Iooy is an aﬂenJr
of the temporal,

Like the attention of
the mother for her son,

Neither is concerned about the
cohsegquence of their agency.

Sitting Bull complained
to the ﬂovernmen‘r agerﬁ,

That he was +a\<in9 the
sacred lands of the Sioux,

The agent lou Ehed citing
the h|9+or'y or the Ojllawa
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Runninﬁ the Sioux
out of Minnesota,

The Sioux, running the
Pawnee out of the Dakotas.

You may call it 9pir‘i-/-ual,
he said to the old chief,

But it's nothing new, and
it's certainly not sacred

The slaughter of native
Peoples will continue,

until he idea itself
becomes repuanarﬁ-.

The spir'iJrual accrues to the
land beneath the rampage,

And if the climate is cle~;+r'oyed
by our adbuse, the earth will survive,

And the polly will end, along with
our +emporary agency,

No matter how sacred or
Proﬁane we call it ours.
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So Often Away in Paradise

A young poet reads her tale
of Wiliom Blake's wife, saying

She missed her husband, "He
was so often away in Paradise,“

This is the Pr‘opaganda of escape
that denies the discovered reolity.

Blake and his wife entertained
spirits at their dinner table,

They sat naked in the backyar‘d tree,

This is the Pr‘opaganda
ofF spiritual romance,

We so halai+ually
cloth our Freedom,

Our tadles have become
costume dramas.

Rumi wrote love poems
to the Beloved,

When his honest asides
were of nameless existence.

But as a kind of spokesman
Lor others in his religion,

I+ was common For him to dress
his grace in garments ofF gory,

How do | admire my existence or
ours, iF it's naked of any Lorm,

Excep+ | exclaim everyﬂ'ﬂna that lives,
too much Iaeaquy For these rags in words.
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The Secret

| raised one hand
to the sky,

The other, | held out
to my innocent self,

| Felt like a boby
on a dark highway,

| £elt alone,
dur'ina that time,

| heeded another
to be with,

A voice inside said,
‘No more loalaysiHers,"

| sat in loneliness,
and Felt Fear,

| sat in Fear,
and Felt terror,

| sat in terror,
and Felt peace,

| sat in peace,
and Felt Free,

No Ionaer separa’re
From who | oam.

A wise elder asked me,

‘Do you know the secret?'
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Without thought, | answered,
“There is no secret,

And the jeweled shards
N his +i@er eyes

Became the milk\/ eyes
of an old man's smile.
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